186                  FEVER,  FAMINE, AND GOLD
But   other   stipulations   of   Valverde's   did  not
coincide.
One morning, however, our hopes ran high. While
following a cuchillo, one of those long, narrow,
knife-edged ridges, we came upon an extensive,
clearly-cut depression. Broad, deep, and plainly
marked, it followed a relatively straight course and
gave every appearance of being the remains of an
ancient roadway.
Enormously encouraged, we traced this out in
both directions, but at both ends it appeared to peter
out, and the lie of the land offered no hope for a
continuance nor reason for its existence. It may
have been a natural freak geological formation or,
if once a road, the surrounding country must have
undergone some great cataclysm, and attempts
on our part to follow the depression came to
naught.
Shortly after this we came upon what is, I think
without question, the source of the River Topo,
which dashes in a violent winding course through
the mountains to join the River Pastaza well to the
south.
Our eyes were ever on the alert for geological
specimens that might show signs of gold or other
precious metal, but none did we see. In fact, the
whole region gave little evidence of being a gold-
bearing country. Even if the ancients had thrown
their treasure in a lake in the Llanganatis, they were
en route from the mines at the time; and now more